FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
shaped like an elbow which seemed to be intended to mini-
mize draughts. There were two smaller houses in the yard.
These were used as kitchens. They had no doorways and the
women, who were constantly in and out of them, entered by
the windows. The women themselves, tall, shapely, with
bony faces and grey or brown eyes, wore ravishing em-
broidered caps over their long hair. One of them was pasting
cakes of sheep's droppings up against the wall of the yard.
Our relations with the people became a little strained when
Talib (one of the two Turkis who had replaced our Chinese
escort), for no apparent reason, proceeded to beat up the
man of the house with his gun.
For three days after that, we ascended a monotonous
valley, towards the frontier. On a grey morning our
somnolence was suddenly dissipated by the sight of three
people on horseback who had nothing in common with the
caravaneers we had met so far. They were wearing topees
and proved to be two ladies and one man missionary. A long
pony caravan came on behind them. On suspicion of
carrying arms they had been held up for a day at Mintaka
Karaul, while a messenger galloped off to Kizil Robat, the
first Russian post, for instructions. They also told us they
were asked at Gilgit whether the gentleman of the party
was Mr. Fleming, as there was a telegram for someone of
that name.
That evening we went on in front of the caravan and slept
in the shelter of the mayor's yurt at Dafdar. We were on
territory which, though Chinese, paid an annual tribute of
wool and felt to the Mir of Hunza, the ruler of the valley to
the south of the frontier. This practice has existed since the
Mir was appealed to and, coming up, exterminated the
brigands who were ravaging the countryside. The Mir also
has grazing rights in Sarikol. Nevertheless, in order to be
on good terms with his neighbours, he sends every year a
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